100                   INDIA   FOR   THE    INDIANS
Wresting power from the hands of the Princes was child's
play. Now the task is to find other hands to place it in.
That is going to be a man-sized job. Most Indians seem to
have few doubts that Sardar Patel is the man. Perhaps he is ;
and perhaps he will live long enough to finish it.
One of the accusations levelled against the states used to
be that they were strongholds of nepotism. It was a curious
charge for Indians to raise ; and the raising of it was a tribute
to the extent that ideas, introduced by the West, had taken
hold upon the Indian imagination. For in the truly Indian
pattern of social structure, nepotism is in no way repre-
hensible. Indeed, it is a virtue. The first loyalty of the
true Indian is, and must be, to his immediate family. The
second loyalty is to his caste. The third is to his community.
That is the traditional system, and it works. It undoubtedly
was applied by the Rajahs ; but it was applied in a severely
modified form since the prime necessity of any ruler who
wished to enjoy a comfortable life was that his chief ministers
should be efficient. It remains to be seen whether the same
checks will continue to operate under political control.
For the time being, many of the Hindu Maharajahs and
Muslim Nawabs will hold court with undiminished splen-
dour. Visitors to Gwalior who have the good fortune to be
entertained by His Highness the Maharajah in the hot
season when the rest of the state is an inferno of heat and
dust will find, as I did on one occasion, that they approach
the artistic, red buildings of the palace through an oasis of
trees and lawns kept verdant by armies of gardeners and
innumerable fountains. They will walk through the
magnificent banqueting hall, exquisite with paintings and
tapestries and the opulence of golden tableware. They will
be shown room after room full of priceless treasures, ivory
carvings, and stuffed lions and tigers killed on hunting
expeditions by the Maharajah and his predecessors. Their
feet will sink into the deep pile of carpets it seems almost
sacrilegious to tread underfoot Perhaps they, too, will be